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of countenance. As you lie on your back under these gigantic pines and listen to the inarticulate multitudinous life of the thing, you find yourself reversing the Fichtean telescope, and coming reluctantly to believe that perhaps God could manage to think his thoughts without pouring himself through just your highly ingenious brain. I did not know to be sure that the contrary conviction was at the base of all my thinking, until the negation of it was thus thrust into my face — but so it is, and the experience is desperately debilitating. I have developed a crooning fondness for the Zeitgeist, now that it looks like a fever-clot in the eternal brain, and as I begin to suspect that the voice of many prophets prophesying is as the noon-fly and the strident midge to vex the ears and eyes of God.
>    To Robert Morss Lovett
43 GRAY'S, CAMBRIDGE. DEAR ROB:
I am in a tight place and need a little money to tide me over till the Harvard goose begins to lay her meagre eggs. Can you lend me fifty on our
21optimistic. I was glac
